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	The Lover's Story

**_Chapter_**** One**

_Disclaimer: I didn't make Skyrim, nor do I had any connection to the Skyrim Romance mod. I just think that it's the funniest, trashiest mod ever and the idea fits perfectly into the story._

_Are you guys ready for some dirty crack love because I sure am_

* * *

><p>Jeriela <em>was<em> a princess, thank you very much.

She always sat with her feet flat on the floor and back straight. She drank only the most expensive of beer and ate even finger foods with a fork and knife. One might have mistaken her for a member of the Thalmor, with the dignified, self-righteous air she carried about, but in truth, she was a simple witch hunter who had taken a few hits.

That was why she was very unamused as she stepped into Riverwood to be greeted by some jerk.

"If you want someone to lick your boots, I suggest you look elsewhere," the man sneered at her. She froze in the entrance to the inn, before looking back at him. Her short red hair was smeared with blood and dirt, and a bruise was building on her jaw. She looked at the man, then down at her battle-damaged robes, then back at him.

"_Excuse me_?"

"You heard, Princess. You might think yourself noble, and carry yourself like one, but at the end of the day you're nothing but a girl who needs others to do the dirty work for her."

There was nothing she could say to that. She stared at him for a few seconds more before moving on with her life.

She was well known in Riverwood's inn, and Orgnar had a bottle of Black-Briar mead out before she sat down.

"That's on the house," he assured. "The last hunt looks like it was rough."

"I almost died. Four times." She gingerly opened the bottle, setting the stopper down before downing a quarter of it in one gulp. "By the Divines, that's good."

"At least it's over now."

"Over? Ha! Not even close. One of the wenches got away, and I've lost her trail. I just hope I find her before she cooks anymore children."

From across the bar, a snort could be heard. Oh, great, tall, dark, and bitchy had entered. Her shoulders snapped up, and she looked up at Orgnar, bemused. "Who in Oblivion is that?"

"A tracker. He showed up here a few days ago, pissed at the world. Scoffs at everyone, I wouldn't take it personally."

"I never do," she said simply, but she only half heard the inn keeper after the word "tracker." There was something she could use, as she was not a tracker herself.

She made sure to act casual, though, eating a stew with deliberate patience, making sure to mop up the last of the broth with her bread and ate with a pointed manner. The Altmer could tell that he was watching her, scanning her every move, but it wasn't like it fazed her.

She'd been stationed in _Windhelm_, for Kynareth's sake. If that didn't get one used to being stared and pointed at, she didn't know what would.

Jeriela finished her dinner and got up, sauntering closer to this mysterious man who hated her for no reason.

"Excuse me," she said, amber eyes trained on him.

"What do you want?" _Charming._

"I was wondering if you were for hire."

"No, Princess. I'm not a mercenary," he snapped.

"My name is Jeriela," she said, her barely disguised accent peeking through. "I'm not asking for a mercenary, I'm asking for a tracker."

"For what?"

She grit her teeth, before baring them in a sorta-smile. "If you must know, a witch that I was hunting has disappeared."

"Wow, a witch disappearing off the face of Skyrim. Sounds like quite the job."

"She was actually- oh, forget it," she sighed heavily. "I mean, why do you care? It's probably just someone's child. Not a big deal, right?"

"Yeah, whatever." He looked annoyed that she had put him in this position. "I'll join you, in return for a favor."

"A favor! Wonderful!" Jeriela sarcastically clapped her hands together.

"Not _that _kind of favor. You are not my type. My wolf, Karnwyr, has disappeared. He was taken by a small group of bandits. I managed to track them to their headquarters, but it turns out they have a small army there."

"Aha." Jeriela tried to be lighthearted, but she could understand why he was upset. Companions, human or not, were very valuable. It wasn't often you met someone who didn't care about money, mead, or skooma.

"You have a deal then, Sir."

"Name's Bishop. Just call me Bishop," he added, a scowl on his face. He got up and Jeriela was pleased to see that she was still a good bit taller than him. She was short for an Altmer, but at least she outdid her new companion.

"Lead the way, Bishop Sir," she cooed. The dark-haired rogue glanced back at her, eyes narrowed to slits.

"Has anyone ever told you that you're a pest?"

"Oh, I have two older brothers. I've heard that more times than you can count."

He rolled his eyes and turned on his heel, leaving the elf to follow. A grin played at her lips as she headed out into the cool evening.

"Let's not keep the wolf waiting."

* * *

><p><em>AN: Whoo! This is hella. _

_Again, Bishop originates from another game but for my purposes he's part of the Skyrim romance mod. That mod has made me laugh so many times, it's really quite good. I mean, high quality voice acting and all. _

_Also, I chose Altmer for the mere fact that they're taller than all of the other races. It kind of made that bit where Bishop "towers over you" ironic. Especially since I was in third person. Anyway, leave me your thoughts!_

_Part of series that includes:_

_The Dragonborn's Story_

_The War Hero's Story_


End file.
